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8 I IR, unt n Fx 1 . 

T would be cath an inſult chen chte to a bad * irre- 

ligious Man, to preſent him with the Tranſlation of a Poem, 
that muſt diſpleaſe at leaſt, if not terrify and deject him. | 

The defire of Immortality is indeed the natural defire of 
Man; it being the deſire of Happineſs without end; and to 
ſuppoſe a Perſon deſtitute of it, or indifferent about it, is to 
ſuppoſe him not to love himſelf, and then he ceaſes to be a Man. 

But the folly and misfortune of many is, that although they 
deſire, and cannot help defiring ſo ineſtimable a Good, yet they 
want to have it without conditions and reſtraints; they would 
have the Supreme Ruler of the World obtrude it upon them, 
whether they will or no; and not leave it precariouſly to depend 
upon the part, they chuſe to act on this ſtage of life. 

You, good Sir, have a Mind too ſenſible and too enlightened 
to indulge ſo wild a thought: You know, that none but the 
virtuous have room to expect it in a view of Reaſon, and that 

* to 


DEDICATION. 


ta none but the Virtuous, Revelation hath promiſed it: You 
know, that excluſive of ſuch a Hope, it is not worth while to 
live, and that incluſive of it, every Bleſſing of Life is im 1 
every Affliction in it ſoftened. | 1441 7 

The Man then, who is ſo wile, as to have laid a fare Foun- - 
dation for this Hope, will with pleaſure attend to the many 
various, and unanſwerable Arguments, which this divine Poem 
hath urged in ſupport of the Soul's Immortality ; and a full 
Conviction of this joyful Truth upon principles of natural Reaſon, 
will be an auxiliary to our Faith in thoſe fuller diſcoveries of 
Immortality which Revealed Religion hath youn us, _ — 
__ n ene could | give: - 85 
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J. CRANWELL, 
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PR E F A C E. 


THOSE who know me, will SN I believe, ſuſpect me of the 

Vanity of ſetting up the following Tranſlation as a Rival to 
that elegant one in the Sixth Volume of Dodſley's Miſcellanies : 
for what a filly Ambition would it be, to think of outſhining a 
Writer, whom to be able to imitate would be no mean Praiſe. 
But in truth; it is in Poetry, as in Painting, and other the 
Ine Aris; when an Original is exquifitely finiſhed, many will be 
trying 10 copy it, to ſee how near they can approach; and why is 
not this humour, as pardonable in Je Brethren of the Quill, as 
in thoſe of the Pencil? 

I was defirous of printing the Original with this Ver ſion, al- 
though ſenſible to how great a diſadvantage, in a comparative view, 
it muſt have appeared; as the Original is ſo per ſect in every re- 
ſpe :—In the beauty, harmony, and dignity of the Stile: In the 
force, variety, and preciſion of the Reaſoning. — Beſides, no Man 
of taſte and Skill in the two Languages, how partial ſoever to hit 
own mother-tongue, can think it, either in Expreſſion or Majeſty, 
equal to the Roman. However, I could not obtain that favour 
of the Proprietor, as it would interfere with a projected Scheme 
of republiſhing the Original, with other of the Author's Works , 
which, I doubt not, will be an additional honour to his memory. 
If hope the intended Republication will nat be long deferred, as 
the Original is but in few hands, and not to be purchaſed, but ly 
Accident; the Owners, like ſo many Poetical Virtuoſo's, locking it 


. | up 


= PREFACE. X 
up in their Cabinets, as a choice Tewel; eſpecially thoſe, who are 
not only delighted with the fineneſs of the Compoſition, but likewiſe 
intereſted in, and made happy by the truth it inculcates. 

Should it be asked, why, as things ftand, did you publiſh a new 
Tranſlation, when ten or eleven years have elapſed, fince the Poem 
came out; ſo that it is in ſome meaſure obſolete and forgotten? 
J anſwer, for that very reaſon; my intent being 10 revive it in 
Men's memories, and make them impatient for a new Edition: 
and they will have reaſon to thank me, ſhould T be the J. Amen, 
either of accelerating or inſuring it. 

Beſides, the Engliſb Reader is concerned only in an Engliſh 
Tranſlation; and although there be three already, yet I know not 
whether it be eaſy to procure any one of them, excepting Mr. 
Jennyns's, which is only to be met with in that Gentleman's own 
Poems, or Dodſley's Miſcellanies ; and even to thoſe, who are in 
poſſeſſion of all or any of them, it may not be unpleaſing perhaps 
zo fee fo great a Beauty in a new dreſs, fince a love of Novelty 
is implanted in our Nature. 

| Laſtly, in this age of ſcoffers at Religion, what can be more 
ſeaſonable, than to have Men awakened (awakened too by a Gentle- 
man who could have no Prieflcraft, and whoſe Fortune ſet him 
above any lucrative view) to the truth of the Souls Immortality 
by arguments of common ſenſe and reaſon? as it prepares the way 


for their reception and love of the Goſpel; which alone has brought 
Man's whole Immortality fully to light. 
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LL Creatures elſe on Earth enjoy the ſtore 
That Heav'n allots them, nor repine for more. 
Man, Man alone, ambitious to -behold - 
The mighty works of Nature, and unfold 
The Springs whence all her operations riſe, 
A painful Labour unavailing tries: 
For lo! on fable pinions hov'ring near, 
Stern Death arreſts him in his mid Career. 
How ſhall our Thoughts this dark Event explain, 
If Heav'nly Wiſdom never acts in vain? 
Say, to what end in human Nature ſpring 
Theſe Seeds of Science, if no Fruit they bring? 
For what imports with philoſophic eye 
To pierce the ſecrets of Puturity ; 
Unveil great Nature's Laws, in fancy rove 
With boundleſs freedom thro' the Realms above; 
Since All muſt tread, by Fate's relentleſs doom, 
One gloomy Journey to the ſilent Tomb? | 
| How 


8 On the Immortality of the Soul. 
How wiſer far, to waſte each. ſofter hour 
With lovely Phillis, in the Sylvan bow'r ! 
Or join, great Bacchus! with thy jocund throng 
In midnight dances, and the feſtal ſong ! 
For jovial Bacchus, God of Pleaſure, knows 
To baniſh Senſe of paſt, and Fear of future woes. 
Come then, let all Life's circling moments roll 
In Mirth: and Banquets ; crown the mantling Bowl: 
Let ſprightly Muſic all it's graces join, 
Nezra's Lyre, and Chloe's Voice divine: 
Seize ev'ry fleeting Inſtant on the wing, 
Nor dream of Cares To- morrow's dawn * bring, 
But ſoon a Surfeit of theſe joys we find; 
They ſcarce are taſted e er they pall the mind. 
Let Things more ſerious then our Thoughts imploy, 
Unbounded Wealth, or Glory's dazzling joy ; 
Go where Ambition calls, let Crowds each Day 
Obſequious Homage at your Levee pay.— 
Alas! no Change you find, when all is done, | 
Fatigu d Life's beaten path you till but run; 
For All is Vanity beneath the Sun, | 
Say then, what ſafer track ſhall Man 8 
What Star conduct him to the friendly ſhore ? 
Tho' here in Matter's gloomy Cell confin'd, 
In ſearch of Science, ſee l the reſtleſs Mind, 
Impell'd and guided by mere Nature's light, 
To Truth Eternal wings her arduous flight. 


Beſides, 


N 


On the Immortality of the Soul. bw 
Beſides, no tranſient fading Bliſs ſhe claims, | 
But Joys adapted to her nobler aims; 
Pleaſures no Change can blaſt, no Time conſume, 
Thro' Ages ſmiling in immortal Bloom. 
Then baniſh all Suſpicion from your breaſt ; 
For heav'nly Counſel ever plans the beſt. 
Nor ſhall thoſe Chains that mould'ring Bodies bind, 
Oppreſs the free-born Vigour of the Mind 
Secure that genuine Principle remains, 
Untouch'd, uninjur'd by corporeal ſtains : 
And when unfetter'd from theſe earthly ties, 
She ſoars triumphant to her native skies; 
Crown'd with the Pleaſures of immortal Youth, 
She'll quaff nectareous Streams that flow from endleſs Truth. 
But whilſt we live (if ought deſerve the Name 
Of Life, impriſon'd in this mortal frame) 
The Soul grows dull, ſuppreſs d her active ſprings, 
Nor mounts aloft on her exulting wings. 
Yet ev'n on Earth in many points we trace 
Expreſſive tokens of her ancient race. 
Whence does the force of Memory proceed ? 
How recollects ſhe each remoter Deed? 
Learns various Things in Method to reduce, 
With Order range them, and diſpoſe for Uſe? 
Sure in mere Matter never can reſide | 


Such coſtly Treaſures, or be thence ſupply'd. 
B She 
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She too, th' Inventreſs of each Art below, 
That various Honours did on Life beſtow ; 
Gave Names to Things, and taught the Tongue to bind 
In letter'd Sounds th' Ideas of the Mind; 
Reduc'd from Cave or ſolitary Den 
To Towns and Cities the rude Race of Men; 
Strict Laws impos'd, and Men, like Beaſts, disjoin d, 
In ſocial leagues of Amity combin'd : — 
What's This, but Senſe ſublime, diviner Force, 
And Virtue kindled at th' etherial Source? 
Th' impetuous Streams of Eloquence, that roll 
With rapid torrent on th' aſtoniſh'd ſoul, 
Bear down the Paſſions in their headlong courſe, 
And mix the Thunder with the Lightning's force: 
Whence are theſe Pow'rs deriv'd ? Can ought on Earth 
Produce this Fire etherial into Birth ? 
What think you of the Poet's pleaſing vein, 
His poliſh'd Numbers, and harmonious Strain? 
Whether, to charm the Ear, he flows along 
In all the varying melody of Song; 
Or calls forth Wonders with enchanting art, 
Io ſtrike the Fancy and pervade the Heart; 
His Soul breathes Nothing of an earthly Clime, 
But all is lofty, all is true ſublime. 
And when thoſe ſcenes that crowd this narrow ſphere, 
For ever circling in one dull Career, 


Aﬀord 
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Afford no full Enjoyment to the Mind, 

That pants for Pleaſures of a nobler kind; 

The ſacred Poet this Deſect ſupplies, 

Bids brighter Objects in Idea riſe ; 

On Truths ſublime th'enraptur'd Soul employs, 
And gives us Earneſt of immortal Joys. 

What ſhall I ſay of that exalted Tribe, 

Thoſe Sons of Science, who with skill deſcribe 

By what fix'd Laws celeſtial Bodies run, 

In various Orbits, round the central Sun ? 

How ſweeping Comets urge their rapid race, 

Thro' airy Regions of unbounded Space; 

How the fix'd Stars with native ſplendour blaze, 

While humbler Planets beam reflected rays? 

Sure Minds, that with ſuch glowing Ardour burn, 


From Heav'n deſcended, muſt to Heav'n return! 


Whence cou'd this be, unleſs the purer Mind 
From earthly dregs were totally refin'd ? | 
Conſcious of her own Acts, ſhe hates, ſhe loves, 
She grieves, rejoices, as each Paſſion moves; 
From her own fertil ſource with eaſe ſupply'd, 
She ſcorns th aſſiſtance of a foreign Guide. 
Unaided till ſhe various Schemes purſues, 
Objects compares in all their ſeveral views; 
Collects the Parts of Truth that ſcatter'd lie, 
And blends united in one ſocial tie. 
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Hence ſhe unlocks great Nature's ſecret ſprings, 
And Arts ſtill rear'd on Arts to nice Perfection brings. 
Then by juſt order of progreſſive Laws, 
She mounts triumphant to th' Eternal Cauſe, 
Whence the long Series of Events depends, 
Which, like a Chain, from Hea'v'ns high Throne deſcends. 
Next in herſelf with curious ſearch ſhe pries, 
And marks the young Ideas as they riſe ; 
Traces the ſource whence infant Thoughts begin, 
And her own Fabric ſcarce eſcapes unſeen. 
Say we ſuch Pow'r from ſenſeleſs Matter flows ? 
What mere Machine it's Operations knows, 
Or what it's vital Nutriment beſtows? 
For each groſs Body, but a mere Machine, 
Moves by external impulſe, not within. 
Then ceaſe to meaſure the rich Pow'rs of Mind, 
By the low Studies of the Vulgar Kind. 
But raiſe your Thoughts to thoſe brave Sons of Worth, 
From Rome or Athens who deriv'd their birth; 
Or Thoſe Britannia bore, of equal praiſe, 
Fair Nurſe of Heroes in her happier Days. 
How many Godlike Poets have been found ? 
Sages, for Laws or Eloquence renown'd ? 
Worthies of old, who toiling not in vain, 
Swept the vile Rubbiſh from fair Learning's Fane. 
| Before the reſt, to Science led the way 
Great BACON, radiant as the Source of Day. 
He 


On the Immortality of the Soul. 


He from rude droſs firſt purg'd the golden Mine, 
And taught the World Philoſophy divine. 

Where ſure Experience the true Pathway ſhow'd, 
Bold and ſecure he trac'd th' unerring road ; 

And previous did the flaming Torch diſplay, 

To light Immortal NEWT ON on his way. 

Illuſtrious Souls! if ought on Earth can move 
Superiour Spirits in the Realms above! 

It favour'd Albion yet deſerves your care, 
Oh! give us ſtill your ancient Worth to ſhare : 
From ſloth ſupine th' awaken'd Soul to raiſe, 
Smit with true Virtue and heroic Praiſe. 

Theſe rich Accompliſhments on Men beſtow'd, 
Are, tis confeſs'd, th' immediate Gift of God; 
That Heav'n at various Intervals deſign d, 
Amidſt th' extended Nations of Mankind, 
Some choicer Spirits ſhou'd like Stars appear, 
To ſhed a Luſtre Oer our earthly Sphere: 

That by the force of theſe Examples led, 

A ſlothful Age might rear it's daſtard head; 
And learn from Chiefs of ſuch illuſtrious race, 
It's own celeſtial Origin to trace. 

That ſome Poſſeſſions muſt belong to Man, 
Beyond the limits of this earthly ſpan, 

We all conceive; tis felt in ev'ry breaſt ; 
A Truth by learn'd Antiquity confeſs'd ; 
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By Nature's voice proclaim'd ; nor dwells a Race 

So rude, ſo ſavage on Earth's ample ſpace, 

But in the proſpect of an Age to come 

Exalts its views, and triumphs oer the Tomb. 


Hence the ſtrong Oak, which ſlowly grows, we pant 
For diſtant Uſes, and a future Want. 


I, hus too the Pyramid of wond'rous ſize 


Lifts it's huge bulk, and waſting years defies. 
Hence a frail Life, that ſoon on Earth muſt end, 
We fondly ſtrive in Glory to extend. 
For of ſuch juſt Eſteem is Heav'a-born Fame, 
So ſweet the Incenſe of a laſting Name 
That Men of gen'rous Souls no Dangers ſhun, 
No toils, to make Poſterity their own. 
That the rich Honours which their Deeds adorn, 
May live the Theme of Ages yet unborn. 

Do'ſt thou not ſee, tho doom'd to inſtant Death, 
The wretched Convict with his lateſt breath, 
His guilty Deeds impenitent difclaim, 
And wound his Conſcience, to preſerve his Fame ? 
Theſe marks of future Being are impreſs d, 
By Nature doubtleſs in the human breaſt. 
Hence is the Mind ſolicitous to know, 
What Judgement Time will on our Acts beſtow. 
But if the Soul's extinct; if Man become 
Mere Duſt and Aſhes in the mould'ring Tomb; 
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Say, what avails remote Applauſe to crave? 
Fame comes too late, that comes beyond the Grave. 
What mean the fun'ral Rites? the Care diſplay'd 
With coſtly Monuments to grace the Dead? | 
Some, when the captive Soul has wing'd her way, 
The lifeleſs Carcaſe to the Earth convey ; 
Place Chaplets on the Tomb, and ev'ry year 
With mournful Pomp the ſolemn Rites prepare; F 
As if the blisful Shades requird their Care. 
Others on blazing Pyres the Bodies burn, 
And lodge their Aſhes in the faithful Urn 
That hence the Relicks, which the Flames ſurvive, 
May the wild rage of waſteful Time outlive. 
Why ſhou'd my Muſe record the Deeds of thoſe, 
Whoſe fertil Fields the ſwelling Nile o'erflows ? 
No Bodies here are in the Flames conſum'd, 
(50 Cuſtom dictates) nor in Earth entomb'd: 
But from within they ſtrip the Entrails bare, 
And cleanſe the Carcaſe with a decent care : 
Then in the hollow'd ſpace, a various ſtore 
Of od'rous Spices, mixt with pitch, they pour: 
This task perform'd, with fillets cloſe they bind 
The parts, to keep them in due order join'd ; 
| Carv'd on the Lid an Image laſt is ſeen, 
The fair reſemblance of the Form within. 
Thus all Mankind with Confidence preſume, 
Tho Earthly Bodies moulder in the tomb; 


The 
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The Soul ſhall flouriſh in immortal Prime, 
By Fate uninjurd, unimpard by Time. 

Behold ! where Ganges laves the Indian Coaſts ! 
There, with diſdain of Life, whole ſavage hoſts 
Of Men, ſpontaneous ruſh into the Rire; 

Or prone at Altars of their Gods expire. 

Urg'd with a reſtleſs blind defire to gain 
Thoſe blisful Regions, which the Fates ordain, 
In Skies ſerene where cloudleſs Suns appear, 
And Spring perpetual crowns the ſmiling Year. 

Nor leſs to Fame the Eaſtern Wives are known; 
They nor with guſhing Tears, nor female moan, 
Their Husbands Fate bewail; but mount the Pyre, 
And bravely periſh in the fun'ral fire : 

By Love impell'd the ſame dread: path to go, 


And light the Nuptial Torch in happier Realms below. 


Where the bleak North and endleſs Snows deface 
'The frozen ſoil; behold a warlike Race! 
With favage Virtue arm'd, in All the ſame, 
They ruſh thro' raging Swords, and waſteful Flame. 
This noble Ardour, and contempt of Light, 
In gen'rous Souls what Paſſion can excite ? 
What; but the proſpe& of a fair Renown, 
Thro' endleſs years their Patriot Worth to crown? 
Add too thoſe Scenes inventive Poets feign, 
Tartarian Rivers, and th' E] you plain. 


Suppoſe 
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Suppoſe we grant theſe idle Tales at beſt, 
Are only artful Fictions of the Prieſt. 
What then? No ground for Falſehood had been laid, 
Had Nature never to the Mind convey'd_ 
A glympſe of future, tho" but faintly ſhown; 
Since each feign'd Tale ſome previous Truth muſt own. 
But as the Thought is difficult we find, 
To form an Image of unbody'd Mind ; 
The Vulgar, keeping to pure Nature's road, 


Have on the Soul corporeal Shape beſtow'd, 
Peculiar Manſions, and a fix d Abode. 

Others, to whom theſe common Notions ſeem 
But airy Phantoms, and an empty Dream ; 
Strangers to unembody'd Souls, preſume 

Their whole Exiſtence ſwallow'd in the tomb. 
Theſe ſcorn the Toils, to Men of Science known, 
Or deem it mean their Ignorance to own. 
For nicely to diſtinguiſh Falſe from True, 

Is but the great Prerogative of Few. | 
Rouze then from Sloth, nor genuine Truth deſpiſe, | | 


Tho' wrapt in Falſehood's dreary Shade ſhe lies, 
Or the vain Poet᷑s inſolent diſguiſe. 
When God's Exiſtence is allow'd by all, 
May we not This the voice of Nature call? 
Yet what falſe Notions have the World maintain'd ? | 
What Things unwotthy of the Godhead feign'd ? wh 
: | | GC To 
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To Him the heedleſs Vulgar have aſſign d, 
The various Paſſions of the human Mind; 
And Gods in endleſs Multitudes increaſe, 
As Hope exalts them, or as Fears depreſs. 
Whatc'er of uſeful Service they efteem'd, 
Theſe as propitious Pow'rs are fondly deem'd ; 
While all the Objects of their Hate or Fear, 
As Gods tyrannic and unjuſt appear. 
Nay, to ſuch height this Frenzy reign'd at laſt, 
That ſhapeleſs Beaſts for Deities have paſs'd ; 
Honours Divine they ev'n on Leeks beſtow'd, 
And the vile Onion was enroll'd a God. 
Pond'ring theſe Things, th' ATHENIAN Sage of old, 
With Voice prophetic to late Times foretold, 
That when appointed years their courſe ſhou'd end, 
Some glorious Perſon wou'd from Heav'n deſcend ; 
(And Time at length ſelf- rip ning into birth, 
Produ d this great Divinity on Earth:: 
Who, like the orient Sun, might chaſe away 
The Clouds of Darkneſs, and unveil the Day; 
The Mind thro' Falſchood's wild Mzanders lead, 
And guide her Footſteps with th' unerring Thread. 
Meantime the World ſome glympſe of Truth beheld, 
By Nature's guidance, tho' in Clouds conceal'd. 
I) hen let us follow where Conjecture tends, 
Nor ſcorn th' aſſiſtance honeſt Reaſon lends, 


I own 
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I own that Matter and impaſſive Mind, | 
By mutual Laws are oft in Concert join'd : 
Yet from variety of Proofs we trace 
Her diff 'rent Nature, and Etherial race. 
Oft do we ſee within the ſturdieſt breaſt, 
And limbs of Oak, the mental Pow'rs ſuppreſsd; 
And yet in Bodies of a feebler kind, 
Diſcover Symptoms of th' acuteſt Mind. 
Beſides, if when the Body reſts entomb'd, 
The Siſter Soul is to Deſtruction doom'd; 
By the ſame Rule, Diſeaſes that aſſail 
Terreſtrial Bodies, ſhou'd o'er Minds prevail. 
Whereas, ſtern Death advancing on his way, 
When the worn Limbs are haſt ning to decay, 
The Powers of Mind, are often livelieſt ſeen, 
And the Soul feels a vital Force within ; 
Then Eloquence more ſweetly flows along, 
And Words Prophetic grace the Dying Tongue. 
Again, if Spirit but derives it's birth 
From quick'ning Seeds of elemental Earth; 
How comes it, when we reſt in Sleep repos'd, 
When all the Inlets of mere Senſe are clos d, 
And outward Obje& now no more remains; 
That the free Soul her native Strength retains : 
Nay, ev'n from Earth with ſprightlier Vigour ſprings, 
And mounts triumphant on expanded Wings? of 
C 2 Like 
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Like a glad Bird, that from her Priſon flies, 
On ſwiſteſt Pinion ſoaring to the Skies. 

Now if the Soul be Matter, 'tis confeſt 
She muſt of Atoms Infinite conſiſt: 
Hence ev'ry Part will be itſelf a Mind, 
Have Reaſon, Paſſion, in it's Frame combin'd, 
And All to diff rent Ways will be inclin'd.. 
Amidſt theſe various broils and ceaſeleſs ſtrife, 

| Where ſhall we find one equal Courſe of Life? 

Say, on what ſoil can Truth and Juſtice grow, 
Or conſcious Virtue find a place below? _ 

Perhaps you'll ſay, the various Pow'rs of Mind 
To certain Forms of Matter are i 
As if by obſervation it were found, 
That the Square Figures wiſer. than th Round: 
Shou d you ſubſtract, or add a certain Heap? —. 


' . Number's no more than Figure, Size, or Shape, — 


With Colours, white or black, tis juſt the ſame; 
No real Diff rence in the Mind they frame. 

Perhaps the Pow'r, whence Cogitation flows, 
Its ſtrength and origin to Motion owes, - 


What Wonders ſpring not from this fruitful ſource ? | 


Muſt Reaſon, Science, Mem'ry, Will, Diſcourſe, 
From Weights and Pullies then derive their force? 
The Top by School-Boys laſh'd, is doubtleſs found 
To grow Ingenious, as it whirls around. 


And 
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And thus the Water that in Cauldrons glows, 
With boiling Streams of Eloquence o'erflows. 
Where then the. Springs of Motion ſhall we find? 
Not in the Force of Matter, but the Mind. 


And or the World as Heav'n's great Power is ſhown, 


So Body 's guided by the Mind alone. 

Then ceaſe to wonder, that She ſtill remains, 
When once unfetter d from theſe earthly chains: 
The Wonder's greater, what Deſtroys the Mind, 
Her Eſſence ſimple; not of Parts combin d. 
Whence by her natural Pow rs impaſſive made, 

No Force her airy Texture can pervade. 
Beſides, no Foreign Influence ſhe needs, 

The Pow'r of Motion from Herſelf proceeds; 
And in this native Principle ſecure, 

The Mind thro” endleſs Ages muſt endure. 

But if to Things nor Place nor Form we leave, 
"Tis hard, you ſay, their Being to conceive. 

If fo, what think you. of th Eternal Mind? 

That by no Place or Figure is confin d. 

Unleſs perchance no other God you own, 

But a material Deity alone. 
But if the ſame be Spirit, pure and free 

From earthly Mixture; ſuch the Mind muſt be. - 
For what diſcovers more internal Worth, 

Or better ſpeaks the glories of it's Birth? 


Hence 
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Hence while the Soul and Body ſtill unite, 

She tries excurſions, and prepares for flight; 

Mere Gueſt on Earth ſhe aims at Heav'n's abodes, 

And longs to viſit her paternal Gods. 

Go now, admire what Life's ſhort Pleaſures bring, 

Fly, like the curious Bee, with glittring wing 

From Flow'r to Flow'r ; ſip Nature's vernal bloom, 

Feaſt on the Air awhile, then drop into the Tomb. 

Of human Life is This the utmoſt boaſt ? 

Are all our Wiſhes periſh'd thus and loſt ? 

Our mighty Hopes and Promiſes all vain ? — 

That, only That's the genuine Life of Man; 

When Truth's celeſtial Form we ſhall behold, 

Not forc'd, as now, her Beauties to unfold 

By flow degrees, and ſtep by ſtep proceed, 

Where Meditations mazy Windings lead; 

But with quick glance of Intuition ſeen, 

Bright as the face of Day, all cloudleſs and ſerene. 
But, were the Senſes gone; perhaps you'll fay, 

What Pow'r can Objects to the Mind convey ? 

Since from this Source all human Knowledge flows, 

By This *tis nouriſt'd, and by This it grows. 

And were this rich luxuriant Fountain dry, 

At once fair Science unſupply'd muſt die. 
What? when the Senſes are by Sickneſs made 

Weak and infirm, their native ſprings decay'd; 

Does not the Mind adminiſter her aid ? 


2 Sj 
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Art can with ſounds th' obſtructed Ear delight, FE. 
And poliſh'd Glaſſes aid the feeble fight. 
Hence oft in Life ſhe nobly ſoars on high, 
Above the Lot of frail Humanity. 
Now calls each wand'ring Planet from the Skies, 
Now opes Earth's inmoſt Secrets to our eyes ; 
Views ſubt'leſt Objects, that eſcape the ſight, 
And brings the Wonders-of a World to light. 
What? when the Mind by her judicious view, 
Corrects the Errors that from Senſe enſue ; 
When, as all Objects diff rently appear 
In Shape and Size, beheld remote or near ; 
The Truth from ſpecious Falſchood ſhe retrieves, 
And her juſt Verdict gainſt the Senſes gives? 
Prove not theſe Signs ſome ſecret, inborn Worth, 
Some heav'nly Vigour, unally'd to Earth ? | 
May we not then by fair conjecture ſay, 1 
When Death diſſolves this Tenement of Clay, 
The Mind, that now ſome ſhort Excurſions tries, 
And with faint Effort ſpreads her wings to riſe; 
Shall diſencumber'd take a freer flight, _ 
To Truth unbounded in the Realms of Light. 
How this can be, we neither yet muſt know, 
Nor much imports it in this State below. _ 
Know'ſt thou thy Life within the Womb confin d? 
Say, what are Beauteous Colours to the Blind ? 
But 
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Baut ſtill he finds, to Others is reveal'd 

What partial Nature has from him conceal'd. 
' Eva thus, from all this Earth contains, the Mind 
Can Nothing equal to her Wiſhes find. 
All Objects loſe their Beauty and decline, 
Compar'd with that eternal Form Divine, 
Which deigns within His boſom to reſide, | 
Whom Thoughts ſublime and heav'n-born Genius guide. 
On this chief Good he lays his firmeſt ſtreſs, 
This, This alone he labours to poſſeſs. 
Abſent from This he feels continual care, 
And pines in ſecret for his abſent Fair. 
And, like a Lover, warm'd with keen defires, 
From the vain Converſe of the World retires, 
To Groves, and Fountains, and ſequeſter d Bow'rs; 
Where muſing he may waſte the lonely hours; 
And ſooth thoſe Ills that human boſoms throng, - 
By facred Wiſdom, or the POW of Song. 

Hence, all theſe Matters fairly weigh'd,. I own 
That Man poſleſsd of Happineſs alone; 
Who having ample views of Nature made, 

And all Life's ſolemn Theatre ſurvey'd _ 

Wich equal Mind; the glorious Orb of Day, 

Fire, Clouds, this Earth, and circumambient Sea; 

Like a full Gueſt, now ſatiate with the view, 
Regains this native Seat, and bids the World Adieu! 
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Ror whether we ſurvive an hundred years, 
Or Fewer reckon, the ſame Scene appears; 
Life's whee] maintains one conſtant tedious round, 
And nothing New beneath the Sun is found. 
Then all that Time which here on Earth you live, 
Like ſome throng'd Place of Intercourſe conceive, 
Or public Inn; where haſtning to an End, 
Midſt Cares and Trifles all our Days we ſpend. 
Who firſt from Life a fair Diſmiſſion gains, 
He firſt with joy the wiſh'd-for Port obtains. 
Then haſte, and timely furl the ſpreading fail, 
Leſt on the Way thy ſcant Proviſion fail. 
Why loiter here, and waſte thy Time in vain? 
Of dire Diſeaſes, ſee! a dreadful train 
Crowd at thy heels! and ſcarce arrives a Day | | 


But ſome lamented Friend is ſnatch'd away : 
Add to theſe ills Old Age, to num'rous ſnares a Prey. 
But whither does the Theme my Thoughts engage ? 
We muſt not unpermitted quit the Stage, 
Plac'd betwixt Hope and Fear on this Abode, 
To follow where our Gen'ral points the road. 
Thro' Life's revolving Courſe what Ills we ſhare, 
Heav'n Wills; and Man th' appointed Load muſt bear. 
But were I Certain, by one common Doom 
That Soul and Body periſh in the Tomb; 
Without Delay moſt willingly I'd go, 
Where, ſoon or late, all Mortals here below, | 
D Life's 
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Life's Farce concluded, take their deſtin'd flight - 
To cold Oblivion, and Eternal Night. e 
Nay, wou d tt Almighty Pow'r his Laws deſtroy, 
And grant me envy'd Youth to re-etjoy, 
This Life from Infancy again to chuſe, 
The great, the tempting Boon I wou'd refuſe. 

No; were I here of all thoſe Gifts poſleſsd, 
Which render human Life ſupremely bleſs'd ; 
The Force of Genius, and ſtrong native Senſe, 
Unenvyd Honour, Morals, Eloquence 
Children in long ſucceſſive order, known 
By their paternal Virtues, and their own. _ 
Not all theſe Bleſſings ſhou'd my ſteps retain, 
To tread on Earth Life's beaten paths again; 
The Mind at nobler Objects ſoars on high, 
And nothing Mortal can her Views ſupply. 


ON 
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OD then in all the various Works he made, 
Has marks of true Benignity diſplay'd. 

The Creatures, that Earth's ample Bounds contain, 
All live compleatly Happy — all but Man. 
He, juſtly deem'd the nobleſt Work on Earth, 
God's Image, and the ſeed of Heav'nly birth; 
He, of all living Species, mourns alone, . 
And Heav'n's fierce Anger is diſchargd on One.—— 
Far from our breaſt ſuch impious Thoughts be driv'a, 
This vain Repining at the Ways of Heav'a! 

Yet view with me Life's ſpacious Scene around, 
On ev'ry {ide what num'rous Ills abound | 
Not, here or there, by Fortune's random blow, 
But the whole human Race is doom'd to woe.. 
How many Thouſands are in Battle ſlain? 
What Numbers weep beneath Oppreſſion's chain, 
While each ſad Day but brings augmented pain ? 
Many, tho' Nature yields a large ſupply, 
By wretched Famine unaſſiſted die. 

D 2 


Some 
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Some to acute Diſeaſes fall a Prey; 
Others in Anguiſh linger Life away. 
Theſe ſuffer Guiltleſs all; for with Diſguſt 
1 pals the Vorries of intemperate Luſt. 
In Virtuc's-ſelf what Profit may be found? 
Say, with what due Reward are Morals crown'd ? 
I grant to Virtue all we fairly may, 
I own the Greatneſs of her boaſted Sway 
That She inſtructs us, each corroding Care 
In Life, She cannot Remedy, to bear ; 
Sooths unavoided Ills with Hope ſerene, 
And makes us calmly reconcil'd within ; 
Forbids fierce Paſſions in the breaſt to move, 
And ſtills the Tumults of impetuous Love. 
But yet ſo little can her Pow'r avail, 
All the dire Woes of human Life to heal ; 
That oft ev'n Virtue (might I dare to ſay l) 
Eva Virtue's-ſelf to Dangers points the way. 
They, whoſe hard Fortune binds them to the Will 
Of lawleſs Tyrants, muſt of courſe be IIl. 
Virtue, unhappy Virtue only finds 
Contempt and Hatred from Deſpotic Minds. 
What Numbers, well-deſerving of the State, 
From Thoſe they ſavd, have met untimely Fate? 
And ſhou'd ſome noble Genius riſe to view, 
In Worth Superior to the vulgar Crew; 


With 
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With vipers malice they attack his Name, 
And ſpit their noiſome Poiſon on his Fame. 
But grant, he ſhou'd at length the Clouds diſpel, 
That all his Virtues from the World conceal ; 
And from Obſcurity advanc'd on high, 
Some public Station in the Realm ſupply : 
He for ungrateful Men muſt bend his Care, 
Each bitter kind of Contumely to bear ; 
The Dangers, that th unruly Mob create, 
And the far worſe Ambition of the Great: 
Hear This, Ye fond of Honours and a Name, 
And learn what Perils crowd the road to Famel 
Is Happineſs in Private Stations found ? 
There too, Luſt, Anger, Villainies abound ; 
Falſchood, that oft the mask of Friendſhip wears, 
Strife, Hatred, and the Law's perfidious Snares, 
But there is ſtill one Cordial Drop in Life, 
To ſooth our Sorrows —an Endearing Wife. 
Soft flow your Hours in calm domeſtic Bliſs, 
Sweet Babes around you clamber for the Kiſs ; 
With artleſs Smiles Life's daily Toils aſſwage, 
Eerlong the Bulwark of your tott'ring Age. 
Here then we Reſt, here reap conſummate Joy : -— 
But can no Cares this ſterling Bliſs alloy ? 
Why ſhou'd I mention, what too oft we find, 
How Each to diff*rent Humours is inclin d. 2 
Beſides; 
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Beſides; the Manners we can ne er deſcry, 

Till Hymen knits th' indiſſoluble Tie. 

And ſhou'd we Then repent, tis all in vain; 

No Force diſſolves the Matrimonial Chain. 

Whateer our Lot, the Die of Life is caſt, 

And our hard Fate purſues us to the laſt. 
Again; what Parent can with Juſtice ſay, 

That All his Sons ſhall Virtues Laws obey ; 

Be Men of Worth, and ſteady to their Truſt, 

In ev'ry Action, Honeſt, Fair, and Juſt? 

But ſhou'd theſe envy d Bleſſings all conſpire, 

To crown with wiſh'd Succeſs your fond Deſire; 

Sudden theſe blooming Hopes Death ſweeps away, 

And clouds the Proſpect of your faireſt Day. 

But ſure from Virtue never can proceed 

Theſe dire Diſaſters; tis a point agreed. | 

Did all Mankind in Action, Word, and Thought, 

Their various Duties practiſe as they ought ; 

No fairer Object, or of ſweeter mien 

Than lovely Virtue, wou'd on Earth be ſeen. . 

The World's firſt Age once more its head wou d raiſe; 

But ah! We live not in thoſe Golden Days. 
Hence ſome Two Sources of the World have feign'd, 

And Two Eternal Deities maintain d. 

Whereof the One, endu'd with evil Will, 

Becomes the Fountain of all human 1]: 


'The 


- 
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The Other heals each dire effect of Strife, 
And ſooths with Med'cine the fad Cares of Life. 
Hence Crops of Good and Ill promiſcuous riſe, 
And in the roſeate Bow'rs the dreaded Adder lies. 
If then Two Pow'rs preſide o'er Nature's courſe, 
Are they of Equal, or Unequal Force? 
If Equal, all Things wou'd to Chaos fall, 
Or no Creation had been form'd at all: 
For where nor Good nor Evil Pow'r prevails, 
In even Balance reſt th oppoſing ſcales. 
But if Unequal, then without delay 
This Pow'r to That wou'd yield the ſov'reign Sway ; ; 
And He, who ſhou'd the glorious Conqueſt gain, 
Wou'd blot the Marks of Diſcord from his Reign. 
Then hence theſe Fictions of the Eaſtern ſoil, 
And all th' amphibious Monſters of the Nile 

Quitting theſe idle Maxims, ſhall we find 
More ſage Opinions in the Stoic's Mind? 
With peeviſh Pride He ſcorns to deem as Good, 
Fame, Riches, Honours ; by the World purſu'd. 
Such, merely Trifles, He affects to call, 
Or claims Alone Poſſeſſion of em All. 
Claims, tho' he ſpends his Days unknown, diſtreſs'd, 
With all the weight of Penury oppreſgd. 
In ſuch rare Notions what Advantage lies | 
Oh! what a glorious Privilege to be Wiſe! 
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By the fame happy Rule, conſiſtent ſtill, 
He never fancies-Pain to be an Ill. 
To greedy Flames his wretched Carcaſe toſs, 
Pierce with the Sword, or Torture on the Croſs; 
You'll never once oblige him to complain 
There's any Evil in th' acuteſt Pain. 
By what Name then are theſe Diſaſters known? 
Why, They are Inconveniences, he'll own. 
What 's Health, Strength, Beauty? Theſe are Goods, you'll ſay — 
Not to be Wiſh'd, yet Taken on our Way. 
From ſuch vile quibbling what Diſtinction ſprings, 
When all the diff rence lies in Words, not Things? 
Stoic! you then might fairly live, I own, 
Without Externals, were you Mind alone ; 
But till that Time, remember What you are, 
Man --- in whoſe Frame the Body claims a ſhare. 
But if, whatever Good beyond us lies, 
Capricious Fortune gives us, or denies ; 
Her Favours now to Me, now Others ſhown, 
Nor Ought remains that 's properly our own ; | 
What great Advantage can this wiſe Man claim ? 
Who, like the common herd of vulgar Fame, 
Finds all the Glories of his boaſted Pow'r, 
Hang on the dubious Tenure of an Hour. 
Beſides; that ſtrength of Mind, on which depend 
Thoſe mighty Bleſſings, ev'n Yourſelf contend 
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Are Objects worthy our ſupreme Deſire ; 
How oft diſeaſes damp this vig'rous Fire ? 
How oft deſtroy? that ſcarce the Trace is known, 


Where once the Flame with brighteſt Splendor ſhone. 
See | One, whoſe Counſel, One whoſe conqu'ring Sword, 


Loſt to all Hope, Britannia's State reſtor'd, 
TH extent of Wiſdom and of Virtue ſhow, 
And yet how frail the Flow'rs of Genius blow ! 
| He too, that late within our Notice fell, 
Who reach'd the Summit of all Writing well. 
Whether the Droll's facetious Art he ſhows, 
In all the Charms of Poetry, or Proſe; 
How nobly Great this mighty Genius ſhone ? 
Yet o er his head few Years, alas! were gone, 
When lo! the Same! each Mental Pow'r decay'd, 
Himſelf ſurviving, a mere Idiot made! 
So true it is, that in our mortal Courſe, 
There 's nothing Sacred from external Force. 
And yet, O Stoic! ſhall thy Sentence find 
A fair Allowance in the reaſoning Mind. 
For if, when Death diſſolves this vital chain, 8 
No fix'd Rewards or Puniſhments remain; ö 
Obſerve from hence what Conſequence we gain. 
Or God unjuſtly rules this World's Affairs, 
Or no Concern for human Welfare bears; 
Or if a gracious Providence preſide, 
And All by Meaſures of ſtrict Juſtice guide; | 
E oppreſs'd 
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Oppreſsd with Ills no virtuous Man remains, 
Nor Villain Happy ; as the Stoic feigns. 

Involv'd in num'rous Errors, oh! how blind, 
How ſadly darken'd is the human Mind! 
Which the fix'd bounds of Truth no ſooner gains, 
But there in dull Aſtoniſhment remains ; 
And near the End arriv'd, yet leaves the Whole 
Short and unfiniſh'd e'er ſhe reach the Goal, 

And can you then, O Stoic | freely own, 
That God's ſtrict Juſtice in his Works is ſhown, 
Yet not from hence diſcern his righteous Will ? 
Proceed, brave Friend, with ſtrenuous Ardour ſtill; 
Puſh your reſearches, where the Pathways lie, 
To the broad Regions of Eternity. 
« That State, whate'er it be, lies hid in Night, 
« And gloomy Clouds conceal it from our Sight.” 
Your Confidence alone this Blindneſs brings, 
Hence the thick Night, the fatal Darkneſs ſprings. 
Becauſe you Triumph e'er you win the Race, 
And ignorant one mighty Whole to trace, 
| You ſtop imperfect in the Mid way ſpace. 
Thus idle Sophiſts dream ; thus fruitful ſhoot 
A thouſand Errors from one Parent root. 

The point I wou'd deduce now fairly hear — 
We grant th' Exiſtence of a God is clear. 
If then the Deity be Wiſe and Good, 
Who with a force Omnipotent endu'd, 


Brought 
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Brought the fair Order of this World to light, 
As fings the Bard, /hatever Is, is Right. 
Nor can the Laws of Equity ordain, 
That Virtue ſufter; Vice in Triumph reign. 
Yet ſuch the Caſe; if, when we yield our breath, 
The vital Spirit lies abſorbt in Death. 
What Is, is Right, if one vaſt All you view, 
But ſhou'd we Periſh, the Reverſe is true. 
With higher Thoughts a good Man and a wiſe 
Connects both Worlds, and ſees their mutual ties. 
But there are Some, by empty Words miſled, 
Who partially the World's great Syſtem read; 
And dreaming little of a Future Fate, 
Confine Exiſtence to Life's Preſent ſtate. 
Hither each Thief, each lewd Adulterer makes, 
And the fell Ruffian this Aſylum takes. 

The God of Nature did fix d Laws ordain, 
Which Man attempts to violate in vain. 
Whether an ill or virtuous Life he leads, 
Imports it not; th' eſtabliſh'd Courſe proceeds. 
No Change we wretched Mortals can create, 
With ſteady Motion runs the ſtream of Fate. 

Tell me what Order, or what Laws you mean ? 
For One to Man, a diff'rent Law is ſeen 
To Brutes ordain'd ; and ſtill a Third we find 
To Matter, void of Reaſon, is aſſign d. 

E 2 Matter, 
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| Matter, as from Experience may be ſhown, 
Is urg'd by force of Gravity alone. 
Hence by ſuperior foreign Pow'r impreſs'd, 
Tis ſtill attracted, and attracts the reſt ; 
And hence from Motions fitly form'd, is ſeen 
Firm and compact Creation's vaſt Machine. 
Why ſhou'd I next the various Orders trace 

Of living Tribes; the fprightly feather'd Race, 
The tamer Cattle, or the ſavage kind, 
Or thoſe in Ocean's fertil Deeps confin'd ? 1 
Theſe Creatures roam not thro the World in vain; 
Some ſecret Laws their headlong Force reſtrain. 
Of theſe fixd Rules whatever be the ſource, 
Or natural Inſtinct, or fair Reaſon's force, 

In juſteſt meaſures to their Wants aſlign'd ; 

Some Scope they have proportion d to their kind. 
With skill they ſeek their daily fare, oppoſe 

Their proper weapons to repel their Foes; 
Bring forth their Offspring, and with kindlieſt food 
Suſtain their tender unexperienc'd Brood. 
Each ſhares theſe Toils, theſe Pleaſures Each receives, 
Theſe are the ſole Enjoyments Nature gives; 
No other Fear, no other Hope is known, 

Compleatly happy in this gift alone. 

But lordly Man ſublimer Schemes purſues, 
A wider proſpect opens to his views. 


Midſt 
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Midſt Nature's Works that ſo ſtupendous ſhine, 
His Thoughts diſcern th' Artificer Divine 
And hence by Man, this Univerſal Lord 

With Rites of holy Worſhip is ador'd. 

| Heav'n's perfect Model plac'd before his eyes, 
With ſtudious zeal to imitate he tries ; 

And learns from hence, with Truth Divine in Love, 
His own defective Virtues to improve. 

And as diffuſive Goodneſs is confeſs'd, 

The nobleſt Paſſion in the Human Breaſt ; 

His feeling Heart with conſcious Joy &erflows 
At other's Bliſs, and melts at other's Woes. 

Foe to all ſordid views, he ſcorns to own 
Himſelf the Center of each good alone; 

His Friend, his Country, nay each living Race, 

In one extenſive Orb his gen'rous cares embrace. 
Theſe Laws but ifiu'd from geat Nature's plan, 
When firſt She form'd Her helpleſs offspring, Man; 

That each, Life's goods unable to command, 
Might find Aſſiſtance from ſome friendly hand, 
And in return Adminiſter his own ; 
Their Wants by Language to Each other known. 
For of all Creatures elſe, endued with Senſe, 
Man's Form is leaſt adapted for defence. 
But yet how great his dreaded Virtues prove? 
How vaſt his Prowels ? if confed'rate Love 
. At- 


- On the Immortality of the Soul. 


Attraction- like, her common Aid ſupply, 
And bind the Members in one Social tie. 
To this great Law within our breaſt, is giv'n 
The facred Sanction of indulgent Heav'n. 
This our own Int'reſt teaches to approve, 
And conſcious Pleaſure that reſults from Love. 
Yet where theſe Bleſſings can we now ſurvey ? 
Do'ft thou not ſee, how Luſt's impetuous ſway, 
How Evil Cuſtom, darkeſt Ign'rance ſpread 
Around the World, their baneful Influence ſhed ? 
That thro the various ranks of Human kind, 
Few, very Few, compleatly Bleſſ'd we find. 
| Obſerve thoſe tracks the Sun's broad Eye ſurveys, 
Beneath his Riſing, or his Setting rays; 
Or where the North, or diſtant South retires ; 
Or Regions ſcorching with Eternal Fires; 
What abje& Sloth? what Poverty abounds? 
What frantic Errour the dark Mind furrounds ? 
So thick the Clouds, no certain Marks are ſhown 
Of human Race, but in the Form alone. | 
We too, on whom kind Heav'n's indulgent Love 
Has pour d diſtinguiſh'd Bleſſings from above; 
Whom fair Religion leads with gentle pace, 
Leads, not compels; the Guardian of our Race; 
Ev'n We contemn this bleſſd Etherial Ray, 
And cloſe our Eyes perverſely on the Day. 
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Forſaking Truth, to Sophiſtry inclin d, 
With vaineſt Fictions we corrupt our Mind. 
For Theſe, as for our Altars we engage, 
For Toys and Trifles, with relentleſs rage. 
Hence Murders dire; by Brothers Brothers bleed ; 
What Impious acts from Piety proceed! 

Thus lawleſs Freedom, ſcorning human bounds, 
Stalks thro the World, and Right and Wrong confounds, 
A Force Gigantic, that undaunted tries, 

With heaps of Mountains to aſſault the Skies. 

Sees God theſe impious Deeds; or ſeeing, ſpares? 

Th'Immortal Breaſt untouch'd at Man's Affairs? 

He ſees; and Here tho Juſtice he retard, 

Will ſoon our Actions Puniſh or Reward. 

I doubt not but the Hand of God is ſeen, 

In human Conduct ſtill to intervene; 

And (left the dread of Wrath divine abate) 

Ev'n Now on Earth ſome Wonders to create. 

But of theſe Acts imperfect trace remains, 

Not ſuch as frantic Superſtition feigns; 

Which Heav'n's fierce Anger, where it will, commands, 

And wreſts the Thunder from th' Almighty's hands, 

Nor can I doubt how much in all Mankind, 

Is felt the impulſe of a Conſcious Mind. 
That Virtue meets ſome recompenſe below, 

And Vice ſtill ſuffers a juſt ſhare of woe. 7 
Villain! 
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Villain! thy Deeds tho not in publick ſeen, 
Can never ſcape that Monitor within. 
Dire Furies haunt thee, Care diſturbs thy Reſt; 
And with a weight of conſtant Dread oppreſſed, 
Th' Avenger dwells for ever in thy breaſt, 

What? when Diſeaſes in long train advance, 
The juſt Rewards of thy Intemperance; 
When lean Conſumption, the Gout's racking Pains, 
And Dropſy pale, that ſwells the bloated veins; 
Spaſm, Stone, and waſting Fevers all engage, 
Thy Limbs to torture with united rage ? | 
Hence 1s the Remnant of thy Days (if doom'd 
To breathe awhile) in ling'ring Pains conſum'd ; 
And They, whoſe hopes confin'd to Earth appear, 
Death's fatal ſtroke, pall'd with Exiſtence here, 
For ever Covet, yet for ever Fear. 

Of theſe, ſhould any to old age arrive, 

And ſpite of all difeaſes ſtill ſurvive, 

No Joy remains to recompence his Woes; 
For neither Friendſhip's ſweet Repaſt he knows; 
Nor, when his Deeds are by Reflection ſhown, 
Feeds on the Good Man's Praiſes; or his own. 
Fled from his Board are all th Aſſociate Crew; 

Ebv'n the vile Sycophant has bid, Adieu 
And if perchance his Thoughts deſcend within, 
To view that ſilent unfrequented ſcene; 


Sudden 
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Sudden he ſtarts, with conſcious Guilt oppreſſ d, 
Scar'd at the hideous Phantom in his breaſt. 
Nay, when propitious Death, to end his woe, 
Stands ready arm'd, and meditates the blow; 
What Arts he tries to fave the poor Remains 
Of Life, devoted to a thouſand Pains? : 
But now, if Life thus wretched, be no more; 


If Death diſſolves the Spirit's Vital Pow'r; 
Whence ſpring the Terrors of a Dying hour? 
Yet thus it is, howeer this Truth they treat, 
Men feel Forebodings of a future State. 

But They, whoſe well · ſpent Life no Crime profanes, 
Whoſe honeſt Boſoms wear no Guilty ſtains; 
Who juſt Eſteem by real Worth engage, | 
Whoſe rich Productions have adorn'd their Age ; — 
Oer Such diffuſive Pleaſure ſmiles ſerene, 
And conſcious Virtue gilds the charming ſcene. 
No envious Cares their balmy Sleep moleſt, 
Nor Wine, nor Venus have their ſtrength ſuppreſſ'd. 
Let Fortune frown, her Rigour they ſuſtain, 
And unelated in her Smiles remain. 
For He all Dangers may ſecurely brave, 
Whoſe tow'ring Hope can ſoar aboye the Grave. 
Hence when old Age has ſlow advances made, 
His Strength and Spirits leiſurely decay'd; 
Approaching Death ſuch honeſt Man ſurveys, 
As One, who toſſd on Life's Tempeſtuous ſeas, 

; F | Behold 
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Beholds the welcome Port, his Voyage o'er, 
Where never Evils can afflict him more. 

Him only Death affrights, who dreads the doom 
Of awful Juſtice in a world to come; 

Not him, whoſe ſteps by true Religion led, 


The Paths of Honour and of Virtue tread. 


He on ſelf-approbation wings his way, 
And like the glorious Ruler of the Day, 
When to the Weſt his bending Orb declines, 
Smiling with more diffufive Luſtre ſhines, 

He, when all-conqu'ring Death advances nigh, 
Mature in Years, to Heay'n exalts his eye; 
And eva on Earth, with nobler views elate, 
Foretaſtes the Glories of a future State, 

Such once was HOUGH, whoſe Worth ſhall ever find 

A firm Memorial in my faithful Mind. 
Graceful on Him the honourd Mitre beam d, 
On Him, true Freedom's Advocate eſteem'd, 
When the hard Time, amidſt unrighteous Laws, 
Requir'd ſo brave a Champion in her Cauſe. 
An hundred circling Years now nearly told, 
Beyond the date of human Life grown old; 

Of blooming Honours full, his Senſes clear, 
Without Diſeaſes, void of Pain or Fear; 
Poſſeſſ d of all his temp'rate Soul defir'd, 
From Life's concluding Banquet he retir'd; 
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As a fam'd Actor from the Stage withdraws, 
Amidſt the Crowded Theatre's applauſe ; 2X 
Or like ſome Chieftain, who, the Goal obtain'd, 
Demands the Laurels that his Merit gain'd. 

Such Pow'r has Conſcience oer the human Soul, 
By Hope to cheriſh, or by Fear controul. 
But whence this Hope, or what that Terrour, ſay, 
If all Senſation muſt in Death decay ? 
See | how the Things, that to this Life relate, 
Are all Prophetic of a future State! 

Whatever Fortune then betide, the Wiſe 
Nor Life will Love, nor peeviſhly deſpiſe. 
For ſhou'd the fickle Goddeſs Frown unkind, 
He feels a ſecret Comfort in his Mind ; 
And if She ſooth him with a fav'ring Gale, 
He knows her Bleſſings when poſſeſſ'd are frail : 
If ſuch be conſtru'd Bleſſings, which we uſe 
To ſcorn when preſent, and yet Fear to loſe. 
Nor think that hence the Mind, remiſs and ſlow, 
Will dread Life's arduous Toils to undergo. 
This gen'rous ſcorn of worldly Wealth you'll find 
For public Service more adapts the Mind; 
Makes the brave Soul each Senſe of Fear deſpiſe, 
And till Superiour to all Danger riſe. 

Yet Such, you fay, reſpe& ſome late reward, 
Nor hold for Virtue any juſt regard. + 
| F 2 
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And ſure Who practiſe Good reward t' obtain, 
Act from a ſordid Principle of Gain. 
That Noble Soul is truly Great, you own, 
Whom Moral Senſe and Rectitude alone, 
All proſpe& of Futurity deny'd, 
To Truth and Goodneſs uniformly guide. 
Allow'd; nor is He bad, who keeps in view 
The Path, which Nature prompts him to purſue; 
Whoſe Hopes o'er Earth triumphant wing their flight, 
To Joys Eternal in the Realms of Light. 
Vet fay, what Sort of Recompence he claims? — 
No ſordid Deed his Virtuous Soul defames. 
No Wealth he ſeeks by Uſury to gain, 
Nor is he courted by a Fawning train. 
Flattry and Falſe Applauſe he ſcorns to hear; 
No pompous Titles captivate his ear. 
Foe to thoſe Arts Ambition bids purſue, 
No Lies he ſcatters thro the heedleſs Crew. 


But where Integrity, where Nature leads, 


With brave Heroic Conduct he proceeds; ; 
And wreſtling on this Stage with noble ftrife, 
Prepares for Pleaſures in a happier Life. 

But We, the Vulgar undiſtinguiſh'd Throng, 


Like Ships, impell'd by Tempeſts, drive along; 


Thro various Paths, by empty views betray d, 
We graſp at Subſtance, but embrace the Shade. 
| And 
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And as mere Babes their infant Toys Demand, 
Then ſoon reſign them with a willing hand; 

So when to Life's full Meaſure we attain, 

We act like children on this Stage again. 

But he who reſts perſuaded in his Mind, 

That ſome Exiſtence after Death's aſſign'd; 
That this frail World is not the only Scene; 

His Hopes are Certain, all is calm within. 

For as the Mind with reſtleſs aim aſpires 

To genuine Good, and Truth unmix'd requires; 
There's Nothing Here can Anſwer her defires : 
Nothing on all this Sublunary Seat; 

Where Good and Evil, Joy and Sorrow meet; 
Where Wiſdom's-ſelf on Trifles time beſtows, 
And equal bloom the Hemlock and the Roſe. 
No Objects ſuited to our Wiſh appear, 

But all is tranſient, all is trifling here. 

Perhaps this Diſpenſation God decreed, 

(If Heav'n's high Counſels we may dare to read) 
On this Abode for ever blending ſtill 
Pleaſure with Pain, and Good with adverſe Ill; 
That Man, thus Kindly Chaſten'd from his Birth, 
Might view with ſcorn this tranſitory Earth; 


And wing'd with Hope, his ardent Thoughts employ | 


On Heav'n, ſole Manſion of Eternal Joy. 
Now let us backward bend our weary'd view, 


And Things recorded to the Mind renew. 
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For having ſteer d our doubtful Courſe at laſt, 
And ſpecious Errour's latent Rocks o'erpaſt, 
With all the Perils of the watry way; 

The friendly Port with Pleaſure I ſurvey, 
Here then we reſt, and thus Conclude the whole --- 
That Thinking Subſtance, which we call the Soul, 
Is not compol'd of Elements of Earth; 
By Nature therefore of Immortal birth. 
But, if He fo ordain, Heav'n's Pow'r ſupreme 
Can quench the Light of this Etherial Beam. 
He can, but never will — That pow'r to know 
More than is deſtin'd to Man's State below; 
That reſtleſs longing for Immortal Good, 
A Paſſion never in the Mind ſubdu'd; 
That ardent thirſt Perfection to attain ; 
Was ne'er implanted in the Soul in vain. 
But now, if Virtue ſhou'd rewarded be, ' 
And Vice muſt ſuffer, as juſt Laws decree; 

Yet Here we rarely ſuch Diſtinction find, 
T* adjuſt this Point ſome State muſt be aſlign'd. 
Then ſhall this Scene, that now, reſpecting Man, 

Seems all unworthy Wiſdom's heav'aly Plan; 

The Cloud remov'd, ſhine forth in Native Light, 

And Truth and Order charm the raviſh'd fight. 

Unleſs this Fact unqueſtion'd be allow'd, 

Whence can you prove th Exiſtence of a God; 


That 


That o'er the World's ſtupendous Frame preſides, 
Directs it's Order, and it's Motions guides? 
What? ſhall the niceſt Harmony be ſeen, 
Thro' other Parts of this immenſe Machine; 
Yet marks of Wiſdom be deficient Here, 
Where moſt Divine Perfection ſhou'd appear? 
No; for a Time is fix d in Heav'n's Decree 
(Seek not to know how ſuch Event can be ; ) 
Enough, that after Death the Day ſhall come, 
When by one righteous and impartial Doom, 
God will all Wicked Men with Wrath purſue, 


And give to Virtue what is Virtue's due. 
1178 . 
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